Burdukovski hurried towards the hill, stumbling over
marmot-holes Makeev followed him on horseback, with
a revolver in his hand The two men disappeared at the
foot of the hill When they appeared again on the sum-
mit, they were still in the same order Burdukovski in
front, hurrying as though he were late for an appointment,
and Makeev behind him It was difficult to distinguish de-
tails at that distance, but that flashing streak looked like
the blade of a sword Burdukovski dropped
A squadron swept past at a gallop The enemy at lastr
No, the horsemen were riding away It was the last of
the Mongols deserting the division
Men ran in all directions   Several voices proclaimed
'This time, it's the attack ' But the division as a whole
did not stir It awaited orders No orders were forth-
coming
Behind the hill, a familiar voice rang out
'Burdukovski1 Atchairov1 Zabiakin'5
*Ki-i-i-i-m'' echo answered
That's the Baron, said Makeev to himself It's all up
'Burdukovski,' the voice repeated   'Burdukovski!*
'Ski-i-i-i         ' answered echo
The sound of a galloping horse came out of the dark-
ness
'Burdukovskif'
'Burdukovski's gone to see the chief of staff/ said a
man in the ranks, mockingly
A grey mare bore down upon the squadrons
'Atchairov1 Burdukovski1 Makeev1'
The officers had disappeared But a dull rumble ran
along the ranks The men were swearing
'You swine1 You cowards1 You Communists!' cned
Ungern's voice 'Where do you think you're going?
You'll get yourselves killed like rats, you foolsf>
Two thousand men said nothing  Two thousand nfles
held their fire  The officers had disappeared
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